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CHAPTER  YIL 

It  was  a  rainy  November  night.  A  soft, 

I  continuous  downpour  was  soaking  the  I >»n 
\  don  streets,  without,  however,  affecting  their 
I  animation  or  the  noctural  brightness  of  the 
capital,  for  the  brilliance  of  the  gas  lamps 
was  flashed  back  from  innumerable  patches 
of  water,  and  every  ray  of  light  seemed  to  lie 
broken  by  the  rain  into  a  hundred  shimmer¬ 
ing  reflections.  It  was  the  hour  when  all  the 
society  of  which  an  autumnal  London  can 
huest  is  in  the  streets,  hurrying  to  its  dinner 
or  its  amusements,  and  when  the  stream  of 
diners  out.  flowing  through  the  different 
•fiannels  of  the  west,  is  met  in  ail  the  great 
thoroughfares  by  the  stream  of  theatregoer* 
jetting  eastward. 

The  western  end  of  D - street  was  esj»e- 

ci&lly  crowded,  and  so  was  the  entrance  ton 
certain  narrow  street  leading  northward  from 
it,  in  which  stood  the  new  bare  buildings  of 
tho  Calliope.  Outside  the  theatre  itself  there 
was  a  dense  mass  of  carriages  and  human 
things,  only  kept  in  order  by  the  active  vigi¬ 
lance  of  the  police,  and  wavering  to  and  fro 
with  kaleidoscopic  rapidity.  The  hue  of 
carriage*  seemed  interminable,  and  after 
those  who  emerged  from  them  bad  run  the 
gauntlet  of  the  dripping^  curmus.  good  tem¬ 
pered  multitude  outside,  they  had  to  face  the 
^tenter-ordeal  of  the  struggling  well  dressed 
•rowd  within,  surging  up  the  double  stair 
•u-w*  of  the  newly  decorated  theatre.  The  air 
inside  was  full  of  the  butn  of  talk,  and  the 
whole  crowd  had  a  homogeneous,  alui  >st  a 
family  air.  a*  though  the  contents  of  one 
great  London  salon  had  been  poun  d  into  the 
theatre.  Kverybody  seemed  to  know  everv- 
bodjyelsie;  there  were  politicians  and  artists, 
and  writers  of  books;  known  and  unknown ; 
there  were  fair  women  and  wise  women  and 
great  ladies;  and  there  Was  that  large  sub- 
it ratum  of  faithful,  but  comparatively  name 
less,  {lersonis  on  whom  a  successful  manager 
learns  to  depend  with  some  confidnnt*  on  any 
ir>t  night  of  importance. 

And  this  was  a  first  night  of  excopfou- 
tble  iuterest.  keen,  indeed.  Lad  been  tbo 
xwnpetit ion  for  tickets,  that  many  of  those 
preseut  bad  as  vague  and  confused  an  idea  of 
how  they  came  to  be  among  the  favored  mul¬ 
titude  pouring  into  the  Calliope  as  a  man  in 
a  street  panic  has  of  the  devices  by  which  lie 
has  struggled  i*ast  the  barrier  which  has 
overthrown  his  neighbor.  Miss  Bretherton’ •* 
tirst  appearance  in  “Elvira”  tiad  been  tho 
subject  of  conversation  for  weeks  |<ast  among 
a  far  larger  number  of  London  circles  than 
generally  concern  themselves  with  theatrical 
affairs.  .Among  those  which  might  lie  said 
to  lie  within  a  certain  literary  and  artistic 
circumference,  jeople  were  able  to  give  defi¬ 
nite  grounds  for  the  "public  interest.  The 
play,  it  was  said,  was  an  unusually  good  one, 
und  the  progress  of  the  rehearsals  had  let 
loosen  flood  of  rumors  to  the  effect  that  Miss 
Brvthcrton’j  acting  in  it  would  be  a  great 
surprise  to  the  public.  Further,  from  the  in¬ 
tellectual  center  of  things,  it  was  only  known 
that  the  famous  beauty  had  returned  to  the 
scene  of  hey  triumphs;  and  that  now,  as  in 
the  season.  4ne  of  the  first  articles  of  the 
^cial  decalogue  laid  it  down  as  necessary 
that  yon  should,  tirst  of  all,  see  her  in  the 
theatre,  and  secondly,  know  her— by  fair 
uteans,  if  possible,  if  not,  by  crooked  ones — 
m  society. 

It  was  nearly  a  quarter  to  8.  The  orches¬ 
tra  had  taken  the  r  places  and  almost  every 
seat  was  full.  In  one  of  the  dress  circle 
boxes  sat  three  people  who  had  arrived  early, 
and  bad  for  some  time  employed  themselves 
in  making  a  study  of  the  incoming  stream 
through  their  <>i**ra  glasses.  They  were 
Eustace  Ki-iulal,  his  sister,  Mme.  do  C  bateau - 
vi^ux.  and  her  husband.  The  Chateauvieux 
bad  traveled  over  Paris  expressly  for  the 
occasion,  and  Mme.  de  Chateauvieux.  her 
gray  blue  eyes  sparkling -with  expectation 
aud  all  her  small,  delicate  features  anvo  with 
interest  and  animation,  was  watching  for  1 
the  rising  of  the  heavy  velvet  curtain  with 
an  eagerness-  which  brought  down  upon  her 
the  occasional  mockery  of  her  husband,  who 
was  m  reality,  however,  little  less  excited 
tbau  herself..  It  was  but  three  weeks  since 
they  had  |>arted  with  Isabel  Brethcrton  m 
Paris,  and  they  were  feeling  on  this  tirst 
night  something  of  the  anxiety  aud  responsi¬ 
bility  which  parents  feel  when  they  launch  a 
child  upon  wuoiu  they  have  expended  their 
t-est  efforts  into  a  critical  w.*rl<L 
As  f.-r  Eustace,  he  also  had  hut  that  after- 
'ven  arrived  m  Ixmdon.  He  had  been  pay  ing 
n  long  duty  visit  to  some  aged  relatives  in 
fue  i.  rth,  mid  had  so  lengthened  it  out,  in 
acci  r  uni  t*  w  ith  tho  wuim  which  had  taken 
j«oss.*sj.i  >:i  pf  him  in  Surrey,  tliat  he  had 
missed  all  tne  preparations  for  “Eh  ira,”  and 
had  arrived  lipon  the  scene  only  at  the  nut¬ 
meg!  when  the  final  coup  w  as  t  >  lie  delivered. 
Mi*  Brethertoa  had  herself  sent  him  a  warm 
note  of  invitation,  containing  an  order  for 
the  first  night  and  an  ap|«*al  t  *  him  t  »  com’ 
and  “judge  me  o»  kindly  as  truth  will  let 
you.  And  he  had  answered  her  that,  what¬ 
ever  happened,  he  would  be  in  his  place  in 
ihet'aloope  on  ire  night  of  the  20th  >  f  No¬ 
vember 

And  now  here  he  was,  wearing  outwardly 
precisely  the  same  aspect  of  interested  ex- 
lactation  as  th os,»  around  him,  and  all  tho 
time  conscious  inwardly  that  to  him  atone, of 
nil  tho  human  U'ings  in  that  vast  theatre,  the 
experience  of  the  evening  would  U»*o  Vitally  1 
aii.l  desperately  unpOtfant  that  life  on  the 
other  side  of  it  would  bear  the  mark  of  it 
forever.  It  w«s  a  burden  to  hi rm that  his 
>.ster  suspect  is  l  nothing  of  hts  state  of  feel¬ 
ing  .  »t  would  have  consoled  him  that  she 
should  kti  >tv  i;.  but  it  seemed  t>  bun  liupoe 
sible  to  tell  her. 

"There  are  the  Stuarts.”  he  said,  liending 
down  todar.  ns  the  orchestra  struck  up,  “in 
the  t>o x  to  the  left.  Forbes,  1  sunjH'se,  will 
join  them  WUn  it  begins,  lam  told  he  has 
been  working  like  a  horse  for  this  play. 
Every  detail  m  it,  they  say,  is  jvrfeet,  artis¬ 
tically  aud  historically,  an  l  the  time  of 
pre[>ara(  ion  has  been  exceed  tonally*  short. 
Why  did  she  refuse  to  begin  again  with  the 
‘White  Lady,'  to  give  herself  more  tunc f’ 

“1  cannot  tell  you.  etnpt  that  she  had  a 
repugnance  to  it  which  could  not  lie  ge  t  over. 

1  believe  her  associations  with  the  play  were 
so  painful  tliat  it  would  have  seemed  an  evil 
omen  to  her  t-»  begin  a  new  season  w  itb  it.” 
“Was  she  wise,  I  wonder f”  • 

“I  think  she  dul  well  to  follow  her  fancy  in 
the  matter,  and  she  herself  lias  had  plenty  of 
turn-  Sue  was  working  at  u  ail  the 
weeks  she  was  with  us.  and  young  liartiug. 
too,  1  think,  had  notice  enough.  Some  of 
the  smaller  jiarts  may  go  roughlv  td-night, 
but  they  wid  soon  fall  into  shajv  ” 

Poor  Wallace'"  said  Kendal,  de  must  be 
wishing  it  welt  over.  1  never  saw  a  h  use 
better  stocked  with  critics.” 

"Here  lie  k”  cried  Mme  de  Ciiateaiivieux. 
betraying  her  suppressed  rxcitcmvnl  m  her 
nervous  little  start.  “Oh,  M:  Wallace,  how- 
do  y ou  dof  and  how  are  thuij.'  going 

Poor  Wallace  threw  bmw\f  into  Ins  seat, 
looking  the  picture  of  .misery  >  •  far  us  h.s 
face,  wbn-b  N.«ture  had  nnutioi  in  one  of 
her  cbcerfulest  moods,  was  caput  >  of  it. 

•  My  dear  Mire,  de  Cuateativ  icux.  1  have 
no  more  notion  than  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Ml*  Brefherloii  is  an  ar.gel.  and  nub  nit 
Forbes  -  e  htunild  have  collapsed  a  hundred 
times  already,  aud  that's  about  nil  l  know. 

As  for  tbeotuer  a  tors.  1  sup-sec  they  will 
get  through  tlw-ir  |wrts  somehow.  but  at  pres 
ml  1  feel  like*  man  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows 
There  goes  the  hell;  now  for.  it  ” 

The  *ket.h  for  tie  play  of  “Ciiira”  had 
beeu  found  among  th*  paper**  i  f  a  young 
penniless  l-.u  .i  w.io  bad  die*l  alm.*st  of 
starvation.  oi  his  Roman  gam*.  during 
tb,*se  teenu  g  wars  after  It**;.).  w.ien  pi-*:j 
grew  on  everv  hedge  nnd  ttv*  r»*nin!i  •  *»- 
moo  was  »lir  uvl.  Tin*  sketch  had  .c  ;»a  «l 
la  a  Utile  privately  printed  v>  lumo  which 
Edwar  1  \\  alia,**  had  picked  up  t»v  i-kiih"  >n 
the  Pare*  quay  s,  lie  had  rend  it  oi  an  i  ile 
hour  la  a  railway,  hail  seen  it«  <-ap»binu,*s 
and  had  forthwith  vet  t  *  work  to  develop  the 
sketch  into  a  play.  But  in  •h  whming.  it  he 
had  carefully  |>r*wervnl  t h«*  ehana-ter  of  the 
-rigtnal  conception.  It  was  a  roncvppou 
strictly  of  the  Romantic  time,  and  the  exe¬ 
cution  of  it  prvaente*!  very  little  of  that 
variety  of  tone  which  owslerti  audi  -twv»ba*e 
learned  to  expect.  The  play  toll  no*  rapid, 
brealhlere  story  '*f  love.  Jealousy .  despair  vil 
death,  and  told  It  directly  and  un inter 
ruptediy.  witboih  any  lighter  innrrludre. 
Author  and  adapter  alike  had  tru«;»-l  rn 
tirely  to  the  tragi  -  force  of  themtuat  ,  > 


i 


Ixtokinn  the  nieture  of  »i».  f-  i/i 
the  universality  of  the  motives  a;>r«A!ed  lo 
Ths  diction  if  the  piece  was  the  illation  of 
|  Alfred  d  *  Vigny  or  of  the  school  of  |  A  ictor 
Hugo.  It  was,  inieeil,  rather  a  dfamiti.- 
lovspoem  than  a  play  in  the  mo*l*rfi  sense 
|  and  it  depended  altogether  for  its  (success 
i  upon  the  two  character^  of  Macias  kind  El 
I  vira. 

In  devising  the*  character  of  Matins  the 
Italian  author  had  made  u*e  of  a  traditional 
Spanish  type,  w  hich  has  its  historical 
aul  lias  inspired  many  a  Spanish  li¬ 
the  Fifteentn  century  downward  ' 
knight,  pue<  and  lover;  nft  l  ive 
southern  madness  which  withers 
feeling  in  its  neighborhood,  and  his 
death  u  the  only  natural  ending  t- 
so  fler«*o  and  uncontrolled.  Elv 
whom  Mactas  is  in  love.  t..o  daughter  of 
Nuno  Fernandez,  is  ends* lied  gentlei  pm  and 
virtue,  until  the  fierce  progress  of  l 
has  taught  her  that  men  are  treacber 


Mi*  Bretherton*  last  recall'was  over,  and 
the  box  was  filled  in  hi*  absence  with  a  stream 
of  friends  and  a  constant  murmur  of  con¬ 
gratulation  which  was  music  m  the  ears  of 
Mme.  de  Cbateeuvieax,  and,  for  th**  moment, 
silenced  in  Kendal  bis  own .  tbrobbiug  and 
daaolate  consciousness. 

“There  never  was  a  holiday  turned  to  such 
good  account  before,”  a  gray  haired  dramatic 
critic  was  saying  to  her,  a  man  with  whose 
keen,  good  natured  face  London  had  been  fa¬ 
miliar  for  the  last  twenty  years.  ‘  That 
magic  has  touched  the  beauty.  Mm-?  de 
Chateauvieux#  Last  spring  we  felt  as  though 
one  fairy  godmother  at  least  had  lieeu  left 
out  at  the  christening.  And  now  it  wculd 
seem  as  though  even  she  had  repented  of  it 
and  brought  her  gift  with  the  rest.  Well, 
well;  1  always  felt  there  was  something  at 
the  bottom  in  that  nature  that  might  blossom 
yet.  Most  people  w  ho  are  younger  at  the 
trade  than  I  would  not  hear  oi  it.  1  was 
commonly  agreed  that  her  success  would  last 
just  as  lung  us  the  first  freshness  •  f  fcer 
beauty,  and  no  more.  And  now— the  Eugusb 
stage  has  laid  its  hold  st  last  upon  a  great 
actress. 


uerers  tail  back  before  her  as  though  she 
was  some  ghastly  avenging  spirit.  Then, 
bending  over  him,  she  snatches  the  dagger 
from  the  grasp  of  the  dying  man,  saying  to 
him  with  a  voice  into  which  Isabel  Bretherton 
threw  a  wealth  of  pitiful  tenderness:  “There 
is  but  one  way  left,  beloved.  Your  wife  that 
should  have  been,  that  is,  saves  herself  nml 
you-so.” 

And  in  the  dead  silence  that  followed,  her 
last  murmur  ruse  upon  the  air  as  the  armed 
men,  carrying  torches,  crowded  round  her 
“See,  Macias,  the  torches— how  they  shine! 
Bring  more — bring  more — and  light— our 
marriage  festival:” 

“Eustare!  Eustace!  There,  now  they  have 
let  her  go!  Poor  child,  poor  child!  how  is 
she  to  stand  this  night  alter  night  I  Eustace, 
do  you  hear  I  Let  us  go  in  lo  her  now— 
quick,  before  she  u  quite  surrounded.  I 
don't  want  to  stay,  but  i  must  just  see  her. 
and  so  must  Paul.  Ah,  Air.  Wallace  has 
gone  already,  but  he  described  to  me  bow  to 
find  her.  This  way  I”  , 

Aud  Mm-,  do  Chateau vieux,  brushing  the 
tears  from  her  eyes  with  one  hand,  took  Ken¬ 
dal's  arm  with  the  other,  and  hurried  him 


Mme.  de  Chateauv  leux's  smiling  r.-ply  |  along  the  narrow  passages  leading  to  the  door 
was  broken  by  the  reappearance  of  Wallace,  j  on  to  the  stage,  M.  de  Chateau vieux  follow¬ 
ing  them,  his  keen,  French  face  ghstetnng 
with  a  quiet  but  intense  satisfaction. 


*t  from 
M  icias  i* 
a  kind  of 
other 


>*r  fate 
us  and 


the  worjd  crueL  For  her  love  had  l>e<  n  pros- 
perousnnd  smooth  until  by  a  series  <  t  events 
it  had  been  brought  into  antagonism  with 


oppos 


interests — those  of  In- 


and  of  a  certain  Fernan  Perez,  th  -  tool  and 


favorite  of  the  powerful  Duke 
The  ambition  and  selfish  passio 
men  are  enlisted  against  her.  Per 
termmed  to  marry  her;  her  father 
mined  to  sweep  Macias  out  of  th  *  i*at 
own  |iolitical  advancement.  The  i  urigue 
devised  between  tho  two  is  perfectly  i  uccess- 
ful.  Macias  is  enticed  away:  El\ 

|  to  believe  that  she  is  deserted  nud  t*  : rayed, 
i  is  half  driven,  half  cntrapjied  into  a  ni  irriij 
with  Perez,  ami  Mhcias,  returning  t< 


her  against  a  hundred  obstacles,  nuets  the 
wedding  jiarty  oil  their  way  l«icic=  to  the 
palace  of  the  duke. 

The  rest  of  the  play  represented,  of  course, 
the  struggle  lietween  the  contendin';  forces 
thus  develops* L  In  plan  and  median  sm  the 
story  was  one  of  a  common  romantic  type, 
neither  tietter  nor  worse  than  bund  -eds  of 
others  of  which  the  literary  aeluves  of  the 
first  half  of  tne  present  century  are  f  ill.  It 
required  all  the  aid  that  fine  literary  treat¬ 
ment  could  give  it  to  raise  it  above 


level 

of  vulgar  melodrama  and  turn  it  into  trag- 
o  It;  the 
t  le  Ital- 


edy.  But  fortune  had  been-kiud 
subject  had  been  already  handled  t 
ian  sketch  with  delicacy  and  true  trajgic  in 


father 


'illena. 
of  til  Me  two 
:  is  de- 
Ueter- 


round  whom  the  buzz  of  congratulat  ion  c»o*«f 
with  fresh  vigor 

••How  is  bhe.'”  asked  Mme.  de  Cbateau- 
vieux,  laying  a  hand  on  his  orin.  “Tirestr 

“Not  the  least!  But,  of  course,  all  the 
strain  is  to  come.  It  is  amazing,  you  know, 
this  reception.  It's  almost  more  trying  than 
the  acting.  Forbes  in  the  wings,  looking  on, 
is  a  play  in  himself !” 

In  auotber  minute  the  hubbub  bad  swept 
out  again,  and  the  house  had  settled  into  si¬ 
lence. 

Macias  was  tho  central  figure  of  the  sec¬ 
ond  act.  In  the  great  scene  of  expiana'ion 
between  himself  and  Elvira,  after  he  had 
foreed  his  way  into  her  apartment,  his  fury 
of  jealous  sarcasm,  broken  by  flashes  of  t  he 
old  absolute  trust,  of  the  old  tender  worship, 
had  lieeu  fln-ly  conceived,  and  was  well  ren-  | 
dered  by  the  promising  young  actor  whom  | 

Wallace  had  himself  chosen  for  the  part  El¬ 
vira,  overwhelmed  by  the  scorn  and  de>i»air  I 
of  her  lover,  ami  conscious  of  the  treachery 
which  had  separated  them,  is  ytt  full  of  a 
bliud  resolve  to  play  the  part  she  liu-*  as 
sumed  to  the  bitter,  end,  to  save  her  -  wn  [ 
name  und  heij father's  from  dishouor,  aud  to  [  eminent 


As  for  Kendal,  every  sense  in  him  was 
covetously  striving  to  hold  and  fix  the  ex¬ 
periences  of  the  last  half  hour.  The  w bite 
muffled  figure  standing  in  the  turret  door, 
the  faint  luiuplight  streaming  on  tho  beut 
head  and  upraised  arm — those  tones  of  self 
forgetful  (tassioix,  drawn  straight,  as  it  were, 
from  the  pure  heart  of  love— tho  splendid 
energy  ot  that  last  defianc-e  of  fate  and  cir¬ 
cumstance — the  low  vibrations  of  her  <l\ing 
words— the  jower  of  tho  actress  and  tho  per¬ 
sonality  of  the  woman— all  these  different  - 

impressions  were  holding  wild  war  within  •  Mme.1 
him  as  he  hastened  on,  with  Mario  clinging  ,  with 
to  his  arm.  And  beyond  the  little  stage  door  I  I  ne' 
the  air  seemei  1 1<  >  be  even  more  heavily  charged 


Mrs.  Stuart,  who  was  as  communicative  and 
amusi^:  as  usual,  and  who  chattered  away 
to  hint  till  be  suddenly  saw  Miss  Bretherton 
signalfcg  to  him  with  her  arm  iu  that  of  his 

***”!>*  you  know.  Mr.  Kcmlal."  she  said  as 
bo  we*  up  to  her.  you  must  raslly  take 
Mme.  de  Chateauvieux  away  out  of  this 
noise  And  crowd!  It  uali  very  well  for  her 
to  prtQrh  to  me.  Take  her  to  your  rooms 
and  g«t  her  some-  food.  How  1  wish  I  could 
entertain  you  here,  but  w  ith  this  crowd  it  ts 

impoabk- "  -• 

my  dear  Isabel,  '  cried  Mme.  ue 
Chatemivicux.  bolding  her,  “cant  you  slip 
away  Bo,  and  leave  Mr.  AAaliacw  to  do  the 
b  .iiortF  There  will  bis  nothing  left  of  you 

to-mamow .  " 

•  Yi  directly,  directly  I  only  1  feel  as  if 
sleep  li  e  a  thing  that  did  not  exist  for  me. 
But  v*i  must  certainly  go.  Tako  bcr.  Mr. 
Keudal:  dowu't  she  look  a  wreck?  I  will  tell 
M.  du  t'hateau views  and  send  him  after 

’  sh»4t>*‘**  Mark's  shawl  from  Kemlal  s  arm 
and  put  it  tenderly  round  her;  then  she 
sitwhw  down  into  her  eyes,  said  a  low  “Good 
island  kindest  of  friends' '  and  the 
sad  sister  hurried  away.  Kendal 
lg  the  hand  which  had  l<een  cordially 
kl  out  to  himself. 

tint  mind,  Eustace!"  said  Mme  de 
I'  leux,  us  they  walked  across  the 
•  1  .  ugbt  to  go,  and  the  party  ought 
Bui  it  is  a  shame  to  carry 


CARPETS 


Jnd 


off  fn  m  s  •  many  friends.” 

Why,  I  have  ordered  supper  for 
ay  rooms,  and  it  is  just  midnight.  I 
hope  4es'  iK*o;>le  will  have  tho  sense  to  go 
soon.  KNow,  then,  for  a  cab.” 

Thef  alighted  at  tbo  gate  of  tho  Temple, 
and.  •  they  wtjlked  across  the  quadrangle 
undcA  s!:y  still  heavy  with  storm  clouds, 
.So  L’hatcauvieux  said  to  her  brother 
Agu:  "Well,  it  lias  l»cen  a  great  event, 
remember  anything  more  exciting 
successful.  But  there  is  one  thing, 
with  excitement  than  that  of  the  theatre.  I  thu A  that  would  make  me  happier  than  a 

hundred  Elviras,  aud  that  is  to  .sec*  Isabel 


*4kiH6 


POWDER 

Absolutely  Pure. 

Till*  p»wder  never  varleo.  A  marvel  of  purltv 
•t  re  infill  niitl  wli.'lestm*  tie**  M-re*o*ii**n»l«‘ai 
itian  lUe.'Piluary  k.iids.  and  *‘anii»'t  »  -  •*•!<» 
roini  etltl"ti  wltfi  i be  mullliU'ie  i<f  loiv  teal, 
•bi.rt  welztil  alum  nr  |  tciqitiolc  I  owi 
onto  Vs  oi-*  Mu.  Basin*!  Powi>i:« 
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iiiterjxise  the  irrevocable  barrier  of  her 
riago  vow  U-tweeen  herself  and  Macia**.  Sud¬ 
denly  tuey  are  interrupted  by  the  appr  «ach 
of  the  ihike  and  of  Fernan  Perez.  Elvira 
throws  herself  between  her  husband  and  her 
lorer,  and,  having  captured  the  sword  of 
Macias,  hands  it  to  the  duke.  Macias  is  ar¬ 
rested  after  u  tumultuous  scene,  and  is  Ted 
away,  shaking  off  Elvira's  efforts  to  save  him 
with  bitter  contempt,  and  breaking  loose 
from  her  with  the  prophesy  that  in  every  joy 
of  the  future  ami  every  incident  of  her  wed¬ 
ded  life  the  specter  of  his  murdered  love  will 
rise  before  her,  and  “every  echo  ami  every 
breeze  rej>eat  the  fatal  name,  Macias.” 

During  the  rapid  give  and  take  of  this 
trying  scene,  Kendal  saw,  with  a  kirnl  of 
incredulous  admiration,  that  Isabel  Brether- 
tou  never  once  lost  herself,  that  every  gesture 
was  true,  every  word  struck  home.  Her  ex¬ 
traordinary  grace,  her  marvelous  lieauty, 
were  oil  subordinated  to,  forgotten  almost  in, 
the  supreme  human  passion  speaking  through 
her.  Macias,  in  the  height  dt  his  despair, 
vhile  be  wus  still  alone  with  her.  hud  flung 


sight,  and  Edward  Wallace  had  brought  all  bcr  his  sword,  declaring  that  he  would  go 


the  resources  of  a  very  evenly  traintd  and 
critical  mind  to  Lear  uj>on  Ins  ta^k.  it  could 
hardly  liave  l»eeu  foreseen  that  he  wc|uld  ,be 
attracted  l»v  the  subject,  but  once  work, 
upon  it  he  had  worked  with  enthusiasm. 

The  curtain  drew  up  ou  the  great  hal  j  of  the 
Villena  palace.  Everything  that  ant u juarian 
knowledge  could  do  had  beeh  broughtlo  bear 
upon  the  surroundings  of  the  scene;  the  deli¬ 
cate  tile  work  of  jho  walls  and  Il'jor,  the 
leather  hangings,  the  tajiestnes,  the  carved 
wood  and  brass  work  of  a  Spanish  pnflaee  of 
the  Fifteenth  century,  had  boon  copiel  with 
lavish  magnificence;  and  the  crowded  ex¬ 
pectant  house  divided  its  attention  and  up- 
plause  during  tho  first  scene  between  the 
beauty  and  elaboration  of  its  setting  4111I  the 
play  of  the  two  tolerable  actors  who  repre¬ 
sented  Elvira's  father  ami  the  rival  of  Macias, 
Fernan  I’ercz. 

Fernan  Perez,  having  sot  the  intrtue  on 
foot  w  Loch  is  to  wreck  tho  love  of  Macias 
and  E.  vira,  had  just  risen  from  his  soajt  when 
AV allace,  who  was  watching  the  stage  in  a 
torment  of  mingled  satisfaction  and  impair, 
touched  Mine,  de  Chateaux leux’s  arm. 

‘•Now :  ’  he  said.  “That  door  to  the  left.” 

Kendal,  catching  tho  signal,  ro^e  from  his 
seat  behind  XI mo.  do  Chateauvieux  aril  bent 
forward.  The  great  door  at  the  end 
palace  h:nl  slowly  opened,  and 
through  it  with  droopuig  head  ami 
clasped  Indore  her  came  Elvira,  followed  by 
her  little  maul  Beatnz.  The  storm)  which 
greeted  her  appearance  was  such  as  >  hrilled 
th**  pulses  <d  the  oldest  habitue  in  the  theatre. 
Tears  came  to  Mme.  Chateauvieux  *  eyes, 
and  she  looked  up  nt  her  brother.  , 

“Wliat  a  seem.-!  Iris  overpowering— it  is 
too  much  for  her!  I  wish  they  wouiullet  her 
gocml” 

Kendal  made  her  no  answer,  lifs  ><<*ul  wai 
in  Ins  eVe>;  he  had  no  senses  for  any  lint  one 
I>ersi>n.”  Slie  was  there  within  a  few  yards 
of  him,  iu  all  tho  sovereignty  «.f  her  Wuuty 
aud  her  fame,  invested  with  the  uUujos*  re>- 
tnance  that  circh instances  couKl  l*estqw,  and 


forth  ami  seek  his  death  an  unarmed  ami 
defenseless  man.  Then,  when  he  become? 
conscious  of  the  approach  of  his  rival,  the 
soldier's  instinct  revives  in  him ;  he  cal’s  for 
Lis  sword;'  she  refuses  him,  ami  he  makes  a 
threatening  step  towards  her. 

Mac  —My  sWord.  Elvira. 

Elvira — Never! 

Beatnz— Ah  1  they  are  here.  It  is  t'*o  !ate! 

Elvira — Go!  No  blood. .shall  flow  for  rue. 
Come  no  nearer— or  I  shall  sheathe  it  in  this 
breast. 

All  the  desperate  energy  of  a  loving  w.  .man 
driven  to  bay  was  in  her  attitude  as  shs  re¬ 
pelled  Macias,  whereas  in  the  agony  of  bei 
last  clinging  appeal  to  him,  as  his  guards  led 
him  off,  every  trace  of  her  momentary  hero¬ 
ism  had  died  away.  Faint  und  trembling, 
recoiling  from  every  harsh  wortl  ot  hta  u 


from  a  blow,  she  had  followed  him  toward*  hadn’t!” 


For,  as  Kendal  emerged  with  his  sister,  bis 
attention  was  jierforce  attracted  by  the  little 
crowd  of  jiersons  already  assembled  around 
the  figure  of  Isabel  Bretherton,  and,  as  his 
eye  traveled  over  them,  he  realized  with  n 
fresh  start  the  full  compass  of  the  change 
which  had  taken  place.  To  all  the  more 
persons  in  that  group  Miss 
Bretherton  hud  lieen  six  mouths  b,  fore 
an  ignorant  nnd  provincial  beauty, 
good  enough  to  create  a  social  craze, 
and  nothing  more.  Their  presence  round 
her  at  this  moment,  their  homage,  tho 
emotion  visible  everywhere,  proved  that  all 
was  different,  that  she  had  passed  the  barrier 
which  once  existed  between  her  and  tho 
world  which  knows  and  thinks,  and  had 
been  drawn  within'that  circle  of  individual¬ 
ities  which,  however  undefined,  is  s: ill  the 
vital  circle  of  any  time  or  society,  for  it  is 
the  circle  w  hich  represents,  more  or  less  bril¬ 
liantly  and  efficiently,  the  intellectual  life  of 
a  generation. 

Only  one  thing  was  unchanged— the  sweet¬ 
ness  and  spontaneity  of  that  rich  womanly 
nature.  She  gave  a  little  cry  as  she  saw  Mine, 
de  Chateauvieux  enter.  She  came  running 
forward,  and  threw  her  arms  round  the  elder 
woman  and  kissed  her;  it  was  almost  the 
greeting  of  a  daughter  to  a  mother.  And 
then,  still  holding  Mme.  Chateauvieux  with 
one  hand,  she  held  out  the  other  to  Baul,  ask¬ 
ing  him  how  much  fault  he  had  t)  find,  and 
when  she  w  as  to  take  her  scolding;  and  every 
gesture  had  a  glow  of  youth  and  joy  in  it  of 
which  the  contagion  was  irresistible.  She  had 
thrown  off  the  white  head  dress  she  had  worn 
during  the  last  act,  aud  her  delicately  tinted 
head  and  neck  rose  from  the  splendid  wed¬ 
ding  gown  of  gold  embroidered  satin— a 
vision  cf  flower  like  and  aerial  beauty. 

Fast  as  the  talk  flowed  about  h**r,  Kendal 
noticed  that  every  one  seemed  to  be,  first  of 
all,  conscious  of  her  neighborhood,  of  her 
dress  rustling  past,  of  her  voice  in  all  its  dif 
ferent  shades  of  gayety  or  quick  emotion. 

“Oh,  Mr.  Kendal,”  she  said,  turning  to  him 
again  aft?r  their  first  greeting — was  it  the 
magnetism  of  his  gaze  which  had  recalled 
hers?— “if  you  only  knew  what  your  sister 
has  been  to  me !  How  much  I  owe  to  her  and 
to  you !  It  was  kind  of  you  to  come  to-night. 
sbuuM  h»r*  Won  bo  disappointed  iL^you 


the  door,  and  in  her  straining  eyes  and  seek 
ing,  outstretched  bands  as  she  watbbed  him 
disappear,  there  was  a  pathos  so  true,  so 
poignant,  that  it  laid  a  spell  upou  the  au 
dience,  and  the  curtain  fell  amid  a  breathless 
silence,  which  made  the  roar  that  instantly 
followed  doubly  noticeable. 

But  it  was  in  the  third  act  that  slio  won 
her  highest  triumph.  The  act  opeued  with  a 
scene  between  Elvira  and  her  husband,  in 
which  she  i.mplored  him,  with  tbo  humility 
and  hojielessnesis  of  grief,  to  allow  her  to  re¬ 
tire  from  the  world  and  to  hide  the  beauty 
which  had  wrought  such  ruin  from  the  light 
of  day.  He,  in  whom  jealous}*  La--  taken 
fierce  root,  refuses  with  reproach  end  insult, 
and  in  the  full  tide  of  her  passionate  reaction 
against  his  tyranny,  the  news  is  brought  her 
by  Beatrlz  that  Fernan,  in  his  determination 
to  avoid  the  duel  w  ith  Macias  on  the  morrojv, 
which  the  duke,  in  accordance  with  knightly 
usage,  lias  lieen  forced  to  grant,  has  devised 
means  for  assassinating  bis  rival  in  prison. 
Naturally,  her  whole  soul  is  thrown  into  an 
effort  to  save  her  lover.  She  bribes  his  guards. 
She  sends  Beatrix  to  denounce  the  treacb- 
,  ery  of  her  husband  to  the  duke,  and,  finally, 

about,  if  half  he  heard  were  true,  to  reap  a  she  herself  ^netraUs  into  the  cell  of  Macii 
great  artisticnolessthaun  _  great  ifnofal  ^  wani  him  of  tbo  f#te  tiiat  threatens  him 


>f  the 
;liding 
hands 


triumph.  Had  he  felt  tow  am)  her  only 
public  felt,  it  would  have  l<een  an  cxpen*.ue« 
lieyonl  the  common  run,  aud  .  ns  it  up?— ob, 
thisiachuig,  intolerable  sens**  of  desire,  of  sep¬ 
aration.  of  irremediable  need!  IV as  t  iat  bet 
voice#  He  had  heard  that  tone  of  de>  >air  in 
it  before— under  over  arching  wood:,  wher. 
tho  Juno  warmth 


and  to  persuade  him  to  fir. 


Then  she  came  closer  to  him  and  said  archly, 
almost  in  his  ear: 

“Have  you  forgiven  meT 

“Forgiven  you?  For  whatf 

“For  laying  hands  on  Elvira,  after  all  You 
must  have  thought  me  a  rash  and  headstrong 
Jaerson  when  you  heard  of  it.  Oh,  I  worked 
bo  hard  at  her,  and  all  with  the  dread  of  you 
in  my  mind!” 

This  perfect  friendly  openness,  this  bright 
camaraderie  of  hers,  were  so  hard  t<  meet. 

“You  have  played  Elvira,”  he  said,  “as  I 
never  theught  it  would  be  played  by  any¬ 
body;  and  I  was  blind  from  first  to  last.  I 
hope^'  you  bad  forgotten  that  piece  of  pedan¬ 
try  oh  my  part.” 

“One  does  not  forget  the  turning  points  of 
one’s  (life,”  she  answered  with  a  sadden 
gravity. 

Kendal  had  lieen  keeping  an  iron  grip  upon 
himself  during  the  past  hours,  but,  as  she 
said  this,  standing  close  beside  him,  it  seemed 
to  him  impossible  that  his  self  restraint  should 
hold  much  longer.  Those  wonderful  eyes  of 
hers  were  full  upon  him;  there  was  emotion 
in  them— evidently  the  Nuneham  S9ene  was 
in  her  mind,  as  it  was  in  his — ami  a  great 
friendliness,  even  gratitude,  seemed  to  look 
out  through  them.  But  it  was  as  though  his 
doom  were  written  in  the  very  candor  and 


It  was,  indeed,  a  dramatic  moment  when  1  openness  of  her  gaze,  and  be  rushed  despe- 


whito.  outstretched  hand  had  mice  la<n  close 

clasped  in  his  own;  those  eyes  hud  once  ene*l  wo, -.I  bv  word  and  gesture  after  gesture 
looked  with  a  passionate  trouble  in(t o  his.  Kt.  tUtk  _ 


the  gloom  of  Macias’  cell  was  first  broken  by 
the  glimmer  of  the  hand  lamp,  which  re¬ 
vealed  to  the  vast,  expectant  audience  the 
form  of  Elvira  standing  on  the  threshold, 
searching  the  darkness  with  her  shaded  eyes; 
and,  in  the  great  love  scene  which  followed, 
tho  first  shnrp  impression  was  steadily  d« 


by  the  genius  of  the  actress.  Eivira  fiuds 
t  iv  Macias  in  a  mood  of  calm  and  even  joyful 
,  ,  V  waiting  for  the  morrow.  His  honor  is  satis- 

deeper  sense  than  met  the  fied;  death  and  battle  are  before  him  and 


Ah,  it  was  gone  forever;  nothing  would 
«vor  recall  it— that  one  quick  moment  of  liv¬ 
ing  contact.'  In 
ear.  she  w.re  on  The  stage  and  he  among  the 
audience.  To  the  end  his  gray  life*  would 
play  the  par:  of  spectator  to  hers,  or  the  she 
would  »nui  ha%e  passed  beyond  h:s  grasp 
»iu*  t  :  iu-*t  as  Elvira  would  have  van¬ 
ished  in  a*  I  while  from  the  sight  of  tne 
great  audit-nee  which  now  turg  npfn  her 
*ve:y  movement. 

Then  from  the  eousciousness  of  his  own 
private  smart  he  was  swept  *.»ut,  whether  he 
would  or  ii".  into  til*  general  current  feel¬ 
ing  which  was  stirring  the  multitude »'f  hu¬ 
man  beings  arem-.nl  him,  aud  he  f>  un4  him¬ 
self  graduaa>  mastered  by  consideruions  of 
a  different  order  altogether.  \Va->  this  the 
actress  l  e  had  watched  with  such  r.ressant 
cntical  revo.t  six  mouths  i<ef-  r  *  V.‘|»s  this 
the  half  •  (bloated  girl  gra-qui'g  at  r*  >  t.ts  ut¬ 
terly  lie}  otid  her  ivaliza:>  >n.  whom  he  re- 
nv*mbetT^? 

It  seemed  to  him  impossible  that  tu:»  quick 
artistic  intelligence,  this  nervous  und-r-* Land¬ 
ing  of  the  demands  made  upon  her.  this  fac¬ 
ulty  in  meeting  them,  couli  have  Uen  de- 
veio-vd  by  the  same  Isabel  BrethertonJ  whose 
earlier  iinag-’  was  so  distinctly  graveutoa  bis 
memory.  ~i.\iKl  yet  his  trained  eye  learned 
after  a  while  to  decipher  in  a  bundrol  yudi- 
c.-iioqs  the  past  history  cf  tne  ehaagp.  He 
v*w  bow  she  na»l  worked  and  where,  th*  in- 
lluencws  which  had  been  bivught  te  l«ear 
B|v-a  la-r  were  all  familiar  ten  him.  :hfy  had 
b*en  part’ of  bis  own  training,  and  iht-y  be¬ 
longed.  as  be  knew,  to  the  first  school  4f  dr«- 
mati’art  tu  Europe— to  the  sv.*hoo.  which 


the  proud  Castilian  is  almost  at  peace.  The 
vision  of  Elvira's  pale  beauty  and  Ins  quick 
intuition  of  the  dangers  she  has  rua  iu  forc¬ 
ing  her  way  t«>  him  produce  a  sudden  revul¬ 
sion  of  feeling  tow  ardsber,  a  flood  of  passion¬ 
ate  reconciliation ;  he  is  at  her  feet  once  more; 
he  feels  that  she  is  true,  that  she  is  his.  She, 
in  a  frenzy  of  fear,  cannot  succeed  for  all 
her  efforts  in  dimming  his  ecstasy  of  joy  or 
In  awakening  him  to  the  necessity  of  flight, 
and  at  last  he  even  resents  her  rerror  for 
him.  her  entreaties  that  he  will  forget  her 
and  escape. 

“Great  Heavens!”  he  says,  turning  from 
her  in  despair,  “it  was  not  love,  it  was  only 
pity  that  brought  her  here.”  Then,  broken 
down  by  tho  aw  ful  pressure  of  the  situation, 
her  love  re^.sts  hi  i  no  longer,  hut  rather  she 
sees  m  the  “Cpli  expression  of  her  own  heart 
the -  chance  of  reconciling  him  to  life 
and  of  persuading  him  to  take  thought  for 
hjs  own  safety. 

ElviAt— See.  Macias,  these  tears — each  one 
is  yours.  i>  wept  for  you!  Oh,  if  to  soften 
that  •  n  u  I  will «  f  yours  this  hapless  w.  man 
must  needs  open  all  her  weak  heart  to  vou.  if 
she  must  needs  tell  you  that  she  lives  0t.lv  in 
v.  ur  Lf.-  and  dies  111  your  death,  her  lips  will 
brace  itself  even  to  that  pitiful  confession! 
Au  in*  !  ihese  per  cheeks  Lave  been  so 

blanched  — ’  - * - -  ‘  ‘ 

left. 


rately  into  speech  again,  hardly  knowing 
what  he  was  sayipg. 

“It  gives  me  half  pain,  half  pleasure,  that 
yon  should  speak  of  it  so.  I  have  never 
ceased  to  bate  myself  for  that  day.  But  you 
have  traveled  far  indeed  since  the  ’White 
Lady' — I  never  knew  any  one  to  do  so  much 
iu  so  short  a  time!” 

She  smiled— did  her  lip  quiver?  Evidently 
his  praise  was  very  pleasant  to  her,  and 
there  must  have  been  something  strange  and 
stirring  to  her  feeling  in  the  intensity  and 
intimacy  of  his  tone.  Her  bright  look 
caught  his  again,  and  he  believed  for  one 
wild  moment  that  the  eyelids  sunk  and  flut¬ 
tered.  He  lost  all  consciousness  of  the 
crowd.  Lis  whole  soul  seemed  concentrated  ment 
on  that  one  instant.  Surely  she  must  feel  it,  |  mmds| 


Brcthftton  tho  wife  of  a  man  she  loved!” 
Then  Mstnilc  broke  over  her  fuc«  iu>  she  looked 
at  beA, ‘other. 

“DflBrou  know,  Eustace,  I  quite  made  up 
my  mta'i  from  those  first  letters  of  yours  in 
May,  tp  spite  of  your  denials,  that  you  were 
very  deeply  taken  with  her#  I  remember 
quite  Ariously  discussing  the  pros  and  cons 
of  it  mth  myself.” 

TboVvords  were  said  ?o  lightly,  they  bc- 
trayeti  so  clearly  the  sjieaker’s  conviction 
that  aad  made  a  foolish  mistake,  that 
thev  shny;  Kendal  to  the  quick.  How  could 
Mane  ^ave  known#  Had  not  his  letters  f<  r 
the  lafflttm*  mouths  been  misleading  enough 
to decpve  '.he  sharpest  eyes#  Aud  yet  she 
felt  A-easonably  that  she  ought  to  have 
kuowi|—  there  was  a  blind  clamor  iu  him 
again*  the  bluntness  of  her  sisterly  perce-p- 
tion.  I 

His  Biit m  e  was\so  prolonged  that  Mme. 
de  Chateauvieux  was  startled  by  it.  She 
slipped  her  baud  into  his  arm.  “Eustace!” 
Still  ufr answer.  “Have  I  said  anything  to 
annowi  u.  Eustace#  AVon't  you  let  your  old 
sister  have  her  dreams#" 

BuCOtiil  it  seemetl  impiwihl*  for  him  to 
spoak.1  He  could  only  lay  his  hand  over  hers 
with  ajbrotherly  clasp.  By  this  time  they 
were  4!  the  foot  of  the  stall's,  and  he  led  the 
way  up,  Mme.  de  Chateauvieux  following 
in  a  tfuiult  of  anxious  conjecture.  When 
they  Ached  lus  rooms  he  put  her  carefully 
into  a  chair  by  the  fire,  made  her  take  some 
sand  Abes,  ami  set  tho  kettle  to  boil  in  his 
hand  Aachelor  way  that  he  might  make  her 
some  tea,  ami  ail  the  time  he  talked  about 
vario*  nothings,  till  at  last  Marie,  unable  to 
put  uptwitb  it  any  longer,  caught  hts  hand 
as  he  Was  bending  over  the  lire. 

“Eufllace!”  she  exclaimed,  “be  kind  to  me 
and  d<fei't  perplex  me  like  this.  Oh,  my  poor 
old  bal,  arc  vou  in  love  with  Isabel  Bret  her¬ 
eon?”  I 

He  drew  himself  to  his  full  height  on  the 
rug  and  gazed  steadily  into  the  fire,  the 
lines  of  bis  mobile  face  setting  into  repose. 

“Yei”  lie  said,  as  though  to  himself,  “I  . 
love  1] 
first  n 

Mtu 
silent 
past  v 
meml 


I  believe  I  have  loved  her  from  the 
Dient.” 

de  Chateauvieux  was  tremblingly 
ier  thought*  travel  ins  liack  nvpr  th** 

;ta  lightning  rapidity.  Could  she  re- 
■one  word,  one  look  of  Isabel  Breth- 
erton’i  of  which  her  memory  might  serve  to 
throw  the  smallest  ray  of  light  on  this  dark¬ 
ness  iiwwhicli  Eustace  seemed  to  be  standing#  , 

No,  na|  one.  Gratitude,  friendship,  esteem—  Sh' 
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of  her 
stand 
from 
cryinj 
the 


« ;th  *»  replug  tp*#y  ha*  e  no  blushes 


Tu  Lor  tins  supreme  avowal  is  the  only 
means  i>f  making  hun  believe  her  report  of 
bis  dang**r.  and  turn  towards  flight;  but  in 


Sr'Ki-i 


kre|v*  alive  from  generation  to  generation  the  ^lin  11  Pr' <*luot?s  a  joy  which  l*auishes  all 
ex*-<  ;,e:..-'*  and  Ia:ne  of  the  lies'  French  thought  of  it-r»nal  risk,  and  makes  separa- 


d:arr.a.  Heratne  t  >  estimate  by  degrees  all 
tba*  she  had  d  -ne:  he  saw  alsi>all  sli->  had 
mil  t  »  d  \  Iu  t :  o  spring  she  had  beemau  sc 
tzvss  with  uit  a  future.  i>'n«iemned  by  the  m- 
exorabl-*  1  gic  ot  things  to  see  her  fafn  *  *ie- 
^ri  her  with  tbo*  tire:  withering  <‘f  her 
beauty  N  'W  she  ha*l.  as  it  were,  but  started 
tow;ar\i  her  rightful  goal,  but  her  fret  wore 
mtu*.  great  highroad,  anl  Ken.ial  sole 
fore  tier,  if  she  had  but  strength  to  roach  it. 
the  very  high«-sl  summit  of  artisti  •  succvsa 
The  end  of  the  first  act  was  reaoSed.  El¬ 
vira,  returning  from  the  performance  ./  the 
max  riage  i-erem.'ny  in  the  chapel  of  the  pal¬ 
ace.  bad  emerged  hand  in  hard  with  L-er  htu- 
band,  and.  followed  by  her  irelding  train, 
upou  the  great  balk  She  had  caught  sight  of 
Macias  standing  blanched  and  t*»:t.  nng  un¬ 
der  the  weight  of  the  incredible  news  w  h*-h 
had  just  been  given  to  him  by  the  duke.  >tw 
bad  flung  away  the  hateful  hand  whnth  bekl 
her.  and.  with  a  cry  instinct  with  the  suarp 


ti*  n  from  her  Worse  than  death.  VVben  she 
bids  him  fly,  he  replies  by  one  word, 
“Comer- and  not  till  she  has  j  .  >mise*l  to 
guide  b.m  t-  *  the  city  gates  and  to  follow  him 
.au  r  >u  his  journey  will  ho  move  a  step  to- 
war.ls  (reisionv  An*I  then,  when  her  dear 
hand  is  aUxit  to  opbn  to  him  the  d«»or  of  his 
pri-vm,  it  is  too  late.  Fernan  and  h:s  assas- 
>m*  are  at  hand,  the  stairs  are  surrounded, 
and  esrape  is  cut  off.  Again,  m  these  last 
momenta,  when  the  I  cked  door  still  holds 
betw.'en  them  and  the  death  awaiting  them, 
bcr  mivd  is  one  of  agonized  terror,  not  for 
herself,  but  tor  him;  while  be.  exalted  far 
above  all  fear,  supports  and  calms  her. 

Macias  — Think  no  more  of  -the  world 
which  has  destroyai  ua!  We  owe  it  n<xhing 
— n  tiuug!  Cone,  the  t<co4*  which  linked 
us  t>«  i:  are  forever  broken.  Death  is  at  the 
doer,  we  are  already  dead!  Come,  and  ■"*'- 
d«atn  lieautifiii;  tell  me  you  k*%e,  love,  k>ve 
me  tu  the  end ! 


Then,  putting  her  from  him,  be  goes  out  to 
meet  h  Is  enemies.  There  is  a  clamor  outside. 


and  terrible  despair  of  youth,  she  had  thrown 

berwlf  at  the  fart  of  her  lover.  *™,i  i*.  _  __  .  ,  .  ~TT  .  ,  ,  ' 

could  hav..  had  few  doobta-if  h.*  Lad  wer  deferxh  him  from  her  huaind  wi^  “look 
chensh.,1  eny-vf  be  s-uccme  of  hi»  pliv  He  and  gesture  «  terrible  that  he  aj  the  mur- 
himsrlf  (wa|ei  iwhind  the  Kvon  as  awo  as 


or  love  is  indeed  impotent !  |  and 

But  no — it  was  all  a  rielusiou!  she  moved  ,  halo 
away  from  him.  and  the  estranging  present  l  " 
rushed  in  again  between  them. 

“It  has  been  M.  de  Chateauvieux  s  doing, 
almost  all  <>f  it.  "  she  said,  eagerly,  w-ith  a 
a  change  ,'f  r.  .ice,  “and  your  sister's.  Will 
yon  come  aud  see  me  some  time  and  talk 
about  some  of  the  Paris  people?  Oh.  I  am 
wanted*  But  first ;  you  must  be  introduced 
to  Macias.  Wasn’t  lie  good?  It  was  such  an 
excellent  choice  of  Mr.  Wallace's.  There  he 
is,  and  tltere  is  b;s  wife,  that  pretty  little 
dark  woman.  ' 

Kendal  folio  wed  her  mechanically,  ami 
presently  found  himself  talking  nothings  to 
Mr.  Hartiug.  who,  gorgeous  i-.i  hw  Spanish 
dress,  «is  receiving  the  congratulations 
which  poured  m  upon  h:m  with  a  pleasant 
mixture  of  g'>nl  manm-rs  ami  natural  ela- 
tipn.  A  brtle  t  urtb<  r  on  ho  stuni.-!*^  upon 
Forlws  and  tho ‘vuarts.  Mre.  Stuapt  was  as 
spark  1  ui"  ami  fr>*s.i  as  ever. suggestive  con¬ 
trast  in  bcr  American  crisj>u«a>  and  jretti- 
ness  to  th»-  Ligu  bn-d  distinction  <.,f  Mme. 
de  Chateaus  mux.  who  was  stand. nr  tv-ar  her 

“Well,  my  dear  fellow.”  said  F>  riws.carch- 
ing  hold  i  f  him,  ‘  b»w  i»  that  i-nticii  d«*ra<*a 
of  youref  Is  he  scotcaMl  vetC 

“He  is  almost  at  his  last  g-isp,“  sai  1  Ken¬ 
dal,  with  a  gb<»tiy  smile  and  a  m  klem  mi 
pulse  to  tali  which  *vrani  (u  hun  his  mira¬ 
tion.  “He  was  never  asvicioasa  creature 
as  yon  thought  him.  and  Miss  liretbert..a  has 
had  lo  difficulty  in  slaying  him.  But  tnat 
hall  was  a  masterpiece.  Forbes'  How  have 
your  pictures  got  on  with  ad  thisP 

“I  'haven't  Lmcbed  a  brush  since  I  came 
back  from  S'W.Lzeriami  exoei>t  to 
*ket ebes  for  this  thing.  Oh.  it  s  been  a  tern 
Lie  bUi.:iv->.  Mr  Worrair*  ha;r  has  tumwl 
gray  over  tue  *-xi*-cses  of  IL  However,  sik 
and  1  wnuki  nave  our  wav.  and  it  *  ad  r  _  r  : 
the  play  will  rea  f'Ttirlrs 
<-h-  «.ws.  ea»*ly  “ 

Near  by  wen*  the  WprraL*.  looking  a  b:Ue 
sulky,  as  Krmial  fancied,  in  the  moist  of  thi- 
great  lanisl  •  i  U,e  Loodoo  wursd.  mb*-h 
•wwping  toe.r  niece  from  them  into  a  po» 
tioo  of  super. onty  and  mdetendec^-  the. 
w«e  net  at  all  prepared  t*.  tee  her  ta^-  u 
Nothing,  indeed,  owikl  he  prettier  is*  .  ^ 
manner  to  taetn  whenever  tar  cam** 
them,  but  it  was  cvi.knt  iiwt  she  *a»  ^ 
kmger  an  automaton,  to  Le  tx»>ved  at  tueir 
wuland  pleasure,  bvtivunuudss.rt... 
rr.  -.stress  •  •/  hrrarif  a 
fell  into  •  '-oc'  rrva: 


all  time  had  been  there  abundantly,  but 
nothing  else — not  one  of  those  many  signs  by 
whichloiie  woman  betrays  her  love  to  an¬ 
other!!  She  rose  and  put  her  arm  round  her 
brothm’s  neck.  They  had  been  so  much  to 
one  anther  for  nearly  forty  years;  he  had 
never  Granted  anything  as  a  child  or  youth 
that  sft  hail  not  tried  to  get  for  nim.  How 
strang!  how  intolerable,  that  this  toy,  this 
boon  Wn  beyond  her  getting! 

Herjinute  sympathy  aud  her  deep  distress 
touched  him.  while,  at  the  same  time,  they 
soeme<f  to  quench  the  last  spark  of  hope  in  j 
him.  Had  he  counted  upon  hearing  some-  | 
thing  from  her  whenever  he  should  break 
sdeuecewkicb  would  lighten  the  veil  over  the  1 
futurel  It  must  have  been  so.  otherwise  why 
this  sefise  of  fresh  disaster? 

,-Deer  Marie,”  he  said  to  her,  kissing  her 
brow  m  she  stood  beside  him,  “you  must  be 
as  goo4  to  me  as  you  cW  1  shall  probably 
be  a  gacxl  deal  out  of  London  fur  the  present  , 
and  itfy  books  are  a  wonderful  help.  After- 
all,  liWis  not  all  summed  up  in  one  desire, 
however  strong.  Other  things  are  real  to  i 
me — I  am  thankful  to  say.  I  shall  live  it  ' 
down.! 

“But  why  despair  so  soon?”  she  cried,  re- 
beliinabgamst  tbisheavv  acquiescence  of  his 
and  her  own  sense  of  hopelessness.  “You 
are  a  *ian  any  woman  might  love.  Why 
sbould^be  not  jiass  from  the  iiiere  friendlv 
intellefflual  relation  to  another#  Don't  go 
away  fem  London.  Stay  and  see  as  much 
of  her  ps  you  can.” 

Kt-njil  shook  his  head.  “I  used  to  dream," 
he  saj$  huskily,  “of  a  time  when  failure 
shouliMbave  come,  when  she  would  want 
some  etc  to  step  in  and  shield  her.  Some¬ 
times  fcbought  of  her  protected  in  my  arms 
againsfthe  world.  But  now?" 

She  ifelt  the  truth  of  his  unspoken  argu- 
all  that  his  tone  implied.  In  the 
both  the  same  image  gathered  shape 
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kiiictneas.  Isabel  Brethertoa  in  th»* 
|i<-r  great  success,  in  all  the  intensity 
lew  life,  seemed  to  her  and  to  him  to 
Jar  off,  divided  by  au  inqiassable  gulf 
simple  human  craving,  which  wa* 
her,  unheard  aud  ii"i>eless,  across 
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